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possible. We made a quantity of soup
that night, as I thought it would be useful,
and cooked some fowls to provide us with
something to eat the next day in case of
accidents. And then we had dinner.

No one seemed inclined to speak much
that evening. With me conversation was
almost an impossibility, and the rest were
too excited about the morrow to be able
tor talk and laugh as they had done the
day before. It was a relief to me when dinner
was oven I felt nervous and low-spirited,
and very lonely, quite out of place amongst
those men whose profession it was to fight,
and who were longing for the next morning.

Thoughts of England and of all whom
I loved there, flocked through my mind,
and I wondered what they would say
if they could see us then, and know
the possible danger that threatened us and
our home. My husband was troubled at
the thoughts of my being in the place at
such a time, and he blamed himself for